The ikoft lamentable Tragedk 

Lead that thy loue proue likewife Variable. 

Ro. What (hall 1 fwearehy? ?;rJ0 

la. Do not fweare at all: 

) Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious felfc s 
Whichisthe godof ray Idolatrie, ' - r 
And Uebeleeuethee. 

%o. If my hearts deare loue. 

lu. Well do not fweare, although I ioy in thee ; 

I haue no ioy ofthis contra# to night. 

It is too rafh,too vnaduifd,too hidden, 

Too like thelightning whielvdoth ceafe to bee. 

Ere one can fay , it lightcns.fweete goodnight: 

This bud ofloue by Sommers ripening breath. 

May prouc a bewtious floure when next we meete, 
Goodnight,goodflight,as fweete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart, is that within my bred. 

%o. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 

I M h. What fatisfaftion canft thou haue to night? 
fo.Th’exchange of thy loucs faithful vow for mine. 
Itt. Igaue thee mine before thou didftiequed it: 
Andyet I would it were to giue againe. 
j?o.Woldftthou withdrawit, for what purpofeloue? 
]u. But to be frankc and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue, 

My bountie is as boundlefle as the fea, 

My loue as deepe*the more I giue to thee 
The more 1 haue,fcr both are infinite: 

3 heare fome noyie within, deare loue adue: 

Anon good nurfe : fweete be true: 

St 3 y but a little,! will come againe. 

Ro. O blelTed bielTed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, 

Too flattering fweete to be fubftantiall. _ 

iw.Three words deare Romeo ,2c goodnight indeed^ 
Ifthat thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thy purpofs marriage/end me word to morrow, 
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Romeo andluliet. 

By one that ile procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perforate the right, 

And all my fortunes at thy foote ile lay. 

And follow thee my L. throughout the world. Madam* 

I come, anon : bur if thou mcancll not well, ■ • 
Idobefecchthee(byandby I come) ' Madam. 

To ceafe thy flrifejnd leaue me to my griefe, 1 
To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So tliriuc my foule. 

lu. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the vvorfe to want tHy light, 

Loue goes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their bookes^. 
But loue from loue, toward fchoole with hcauic lookes*- 
■ il' -f > Enter Juliet again*. - ’ 

Juli. Hifl: Romeo hitT,o for a falkncrs Voyce, 

To lure thisTaflel gentle back againe. 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloude, 

Elfe would I tearethc Cauc where Ecchb liesj: :u I f 1 ; 

And make hef ay rie tongue more hoarfc,thcn 
With repefjtipnWmy Romeo. . 

Ro. It is my foule that calls vpon my name. 

How bluer fweete, found louers tongues by night. 

Like fofteft mufieke to attending eares. 

Iti. Romeo. 

Ro. My Ncece. 

In. WhataclOcketomorroviii ; w:-h 

Shall I fend to thee? >- j !o ! 

Ro. By thehoUreofnine. ' . 

Iu. I will not fsile,tis twentie yeare till then, 

I haue forgot why I did call thee backc. ; •..! 

Ro. Let me ftand heretill thourcmemberit.. 
lu. I (hall forget to haue thee fiilffland there,, 

Remerobring howl louethycotnpanie?t v •. 

Ro. Andlle ftillftayjto haue theeftill forger. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

lu. Tis afmoft morning,! would haue thee gone. 

And yet no farther then a wantons bird,.. TIiaf 
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